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famous pass. When one's stationed here, one gets
to see it everywhere—it's what you call a deformation
professionnelle, isn't it ? My own idea is that the real
Khyber Pass begins only at the place to which I've
had instructions to escort you. . . . Well, now
you've warmed up a bit, what do you say to pushing
off?"
An army car conveyed us farther along the road ;
it did not end at the outpost as I had imagined but
carried on downhill in the direction of Afghanistan.
We had a glimpse of a large Serai perched on a
slope to our left; the courtyard, large as a public
square, was chock-a-block with donkeys, camels,
bales of merchandise. Grim-faced, bearded Pathans
and odd-looking folk of other races unknown to me
bustled to and fro, a grey-and-brown confusion of
moving figures hardly to be distinguished from the
dun-coloured soil. The caravan had come in from
Persia on the previous day and was about to take the
road again. I heard no cries, no audible word of
command. Inured to walk in Indian file, each man
beside his beast, an isolated unit of the league-long
caravan, these dour nomads, silent navigators of the
wilderness, put out in silence from each port of call.
Bleak and desolate, the road stretched on ahead ;
even the scraggy, withered trees I had observed a
little way back precariously clinging to the sheer
walls of dark abysses were no longer to be seen.
Only bare rock, great slabs of solid stone, whipped
by a ceaseless wind that sweeps and eddies round
them and above them night and day, scouring
them smooth as sun-bleached bones. Suddenly our
car swerved aside and shot up a hummock on which
two Indian soldiers were standing guard over a tree-
trunk, as though it were a frontier-mark. This was
the Ultima Thule ; India goes no farther.

